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And " Bernard !   Bernard ! " rings through all the
Strand.
Obscene with filth the miscreant lies bewrayed,
Fallen in the plash his wickedness had laid :
Then first (if poets aught of truth declare)
The caitiff vaticide conceived a prayer.
" Hear, Jove ! whose name my bards and I adore,
As much at least as any god's, or more;
And him and his if more devotion warms,
Down with the Bible, up with the Pope's arms,"
A place there is, betwixt earth, air, and seas,
Where, from Ambrosia, Jove retires for ease,
There in his seat two spacious vents appear,
On this he sits, to that he leans his ear,
And hears the various vows of fond mankind;
Some beg an eastern, some a western wind :
All vain petitions, mounting to the sky,
With reams abundant this abode supply :
Amused he reads, and then returns the bills
Signed with that Ichor which from gods distils.
In office here fair Cloacina stands,
And ministers to Jove with purest hands.
Forth from the heap she picked her vot'ry's prayer,
And placed it next him, a distinction rare !
Oft had the goddess heard her servant's call,
From her black grottos near the temple-wall,
listening delighted to the jest unclean
Of link-boys vile, and watermen obscene ;
Where as he fished her nether realms for wit,
She oft had favoured him, and favours yet.